
T1he Rambler Recalls Old South Washington. Families
THE Rambler has previously written

at some length of the venerable
homes near the foot of 3d street
southeast and on N street at Its

Junction with 3d. a short square from th«
"Eastern branch. At the foot of 3d street
was Guinand's wharf. It stood there for
a grood many years, and there is a wharf
at that point now.
Guinand's wharf was named after L.

W. Guinand. who was prominent in the
industrial life of "Washington in the 70s
and 80s. and it may be, for all the
Rambler knows, that he was a prominent
business man earlier than the TOs. He
was a wood and coal merchant, but had
numerous other business activities. In
1S75 he was one of the promoters of the
Anacostia and Potomac River Street Rail¬
road Company. This company began
operations by running two one-horse cars

from the navy yard gate to a point in
Anacostia a few yards south of Shreve's
drug store. The line was extended west
from the navy yard gate along M street
to 7th street west, and the line on the
south side of the Eastern branch was

lengthened to Hillsdale. It was a single-
track railway, with a turntable at each
terminus and turn-outs along its course.
Ned Home, who became prominent in the
detective branch of the police department
and is still among us. was one. of the early
employes of this railway.
The line was projected with the view of

giving east-and-west street car facilities
to Southeast and Southwest Washington.
Mr. Guinand's fellow workers in the or¬
ganization of the car line were Dr. Noble
Young. Edward Temple. H. A. Griswold,
R. B. Clark. Alfred Richards. John Web¬
ster. Zadock "Williams and G. H. Bohrer.

*
* *

As noted, it was in 1875 that the com¬

pany was organized, but the Rambler
believes that the line did net begin opera¬
tions until 1S76. A line of this character
had long been agitated. The Rambler re¬

calls that there was a meting of citizens
at Odd Fellows' Hall, Navy Yard, March
21, 1S72, at which stock was subscribed
for such a company by B. r Green, J.
C. Dulin, J. H. Beatty, D. Shanahan,
John Joy Edson. William Dixon, B. F.
Thorn. R. Rothwell. Evan Hughes. W. B.
Moore, A. Campbell. R. F. Martin, A.
Grant. H. Touhy. J. Fitzpatrick. J. T.
Boisseau, I. G. Kimball. C. H. Dickson,
R. Oulahan. F. R. Sparks. Horatio Brown¬
ing. Samuel Cross. J. W. Van Hook and
T. J. Fallon. At that meeting William
Dixon. W. R. Moore. W. E. Crearv. J. C.
Dulin. L.. H. Douglass. C. F. Stuart. L«.
Dessez and R. F. Martin were appointed
as a committee to canvass East Wash in sr-
ton and Uniontown for additional sub¬
scriptions.
The river steamboats would often take

on excursion picnics to Guinand's wharf.
The Rambler remembers that the Mary
Washington, in July. 1S75. took on board
the Fourth Street M. E. Sunday school
for an excursion to Glymont. The Mary
Washington was then a new boat, having
been built at Accotink, Va., the year be¬
fore.
In the square bounded by 3d and 4th

.streets, N street and the Eastern
branch, or Potomac avenue, which was
surveyed along the waterline, the lot

OLD HOUSE AT CORNER OF 1ST AND N STREETS SOUTHEAST.

owners In 1802 were Daniel Carroll of
Duddington, E. Nessmith and Thomas
Law and James R. Dermott's heirs.
Carroll was the largest owner, having
five lots; Nessmith and Law owned
three, and James R. Dermott's heirs
owned one, lot No. 7. In IbliO George
Blagden had come into possession of
three of Daniel Carroll's lots.those
numbered one. two and throe.and the
other owners in the square were Ed¬
ward Mattingly, Griffith Coombe. S. 1).
Smallwood, Rachel Wheat. Franklin
Wharton, Samuel Vardin and Daniel
Carroll Edward Mattingly, in 1820,
was the owner of two lots, having
bought them several years before.in
1815, if the Rambler is correctly ad¬
vised.and he increased his holdings
in that square in kiter years.

In 1804 the lot owners in that square,
in addition to Edward Mattingly, were
Nathaniel Brady, Griffith Coombe, W. T.
Wheat, M. Van Riswick and George
Blagden. In 1850 the owners of that
square were Thomas Blagden, Edward
Mattingly. W. T. WTheat, Griffith
Coombe and Georere B. Smith. In JSt»'J
the owners were Thomas Blagden, Zad-
ock Williams. Griffith Coombe. with
William P. Ferguson and C. S. Wallach
trustees for several lots.
On the north side of N street, west

from the corner of 3d street southeast,
is a row of venerable, brick houses with
dormer windows, which have previously
engaged the attention of the Rambler,
although he does not know by whom
they were built. The lotholders in that
square in 1S02 were John Keagler, Wil-

son Bryan, Richard Grldley, Ephriam
Mills, Charles McDonald, Thomas Law,
William Howard, Alexander Cochran
and James Middleton.

*
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The Rambler's guess is that the first
tenants of those houses were John
Keagler, Wilson Bryan, Richard Grid-
ley and Ephriam Mills. In 1820 the lot
owners were Thomas Howard, James
Middleton. Thomas Johnson. William
Bean. Daniel Cook, William R. Mad-
dox, Henry Feetzen, G. W. Dawson, W.
H. Barnes, Edward Boothe, Daniel Car¬
roll and Thomas Law. In 1S34 the
owners were J. Vardin's heirs, J. H.
Feetzen, W. H. Barnes, S. Kingsbury,
W. R. Maddox, William Beane and J.
Johnson. In 1850 the owners were
Thomas Howard, Richard Barry, Thom¬
as Law. James Benning and others; H.
A. Matthieson, John Keithly, Amon
Woodward. W. A. T. Maddox, George
.Beane, Edward Boothe and Horatio
Awkward. in I860 the owners were
William E. Howard, Richard Barry,
Horatio Awkward, Ann A. Van Ris-
wick, John Jolly, H. A. Mattheison,
Amon Woodward, David W. Garst. John
Keithly, J. Thompson Van Riswick,
Ann Bean and James Fullalove, jr

In the Rambler's last narrative he
gave a brief outline of the life and
works of George Mattingly, who owned
and dwelt on the square bounded by
4^2 and 6th streets. E and F streets
southwest. George Mattingly of
Southwest Washington and Edward
Mattingly of Southeast Washington
came to the District of Columbia very-
early in the nineteenth century from
St. Marys county, Md. They were
kinsmen. Edward Mattingly was one
of the founders of St. Peter's Roman
Catholic Church and George Mattingly
was one of the founders of St. Domi¬
nic's Roman Catholic Church.
The Rambler has recalled that at

George Mattingly's funeral, the morn¬
ing of July 1. 1884. the Rev. Father
Call, in speaking of the good works of
Mr. Mattingly, said that when the
Dominican Fathers came to Washing¬
ton Mr. Mattingly's house was the
first place they found a home. Toward
the building of the present handsome
church of St. Dominic, Mr. Mattingly
gave $3,000 in one sum and various
other amounts. One cannot write his¬
torically of Washington without re¬
course to the files of The Evening Star,
and the Rambler found in The Star
Saturday. August 2, 3873, the follow¬
ing brief but interesting sketch of St.
Dominic's Church and Mr. Mattingly's
contribution to the building fund:
The necessity for building a new Catholic

Church in South Washington to meet the want®
r,f the steadily growing membership in that sec¬
tion had for a long time been discussed in pri¬
vate circles before the plan for the large edifice,
r.ow nearly completed, were projected. The
fir«t definite action was taken April 23. 1865,
when immediately after the celebration of the
holy sacrifice of mass, the Rev J. A. Bokel. then
pastor of the congregation in that part of th<;
city, briefly stated to the members of his charge,
then present, that the necessity of erecting a
new and more spacious edifice dedicated to the
service of h'-aven and the glory of God to meet
the requirements of the daily increasing Cfttho-
lic population in that section of the city had
become manifest to all.
After long and careful consideration of the

matter by the fathers with whom he was asso-

ROW ON WEST SIDE OP 1ST STREET RE7TWEEX M AND N STREETS SOUTHEAST.

elated, and with the consent and approbation of
the most reverend archbishop of this diocese,
they had come to the well matured conclusion to
call a meeting of the congregation immediately
after vespers, in the basement of the church,
for the purpose of hearing the opinions of the
heads of the families und others who might feel
interested, and there have a free and social ex¬

change of views as to the best and most desir¬
able mode of devising ways and means to suc¬

cessfully accomplish the object so much desired.
Pursuant, to this call the Rev. J. A. Bokel,

pastor, with Rev. Fathers H. P. Ralph. J. H.
Lynch and P. ('. Coll. together with a large and
respectable number of the laity, assembled in the
basement of the church, and by special request
the Rev. II. P. Ralph called the meeting to order
and John A. Peake was chosen secretary.
Father Bokel arose and in a very eloquent man¬
ner made known the object of the meeting, and
he stated that if the means wen- forthcoming he
would promise them a church which would be an
honor to their faith, an honor to themselves and
an ornament to the city; that it should not be
surpassed in dimensions n^r in magnificence of
architecture anywhere south of New York, and
New York should not furnish an exception, as
there was not a church there which could boast
of its claims to architectural superiority and pre¬
eminence.

In the commencement of the work of such
giganti<- dimensions it was necessary to have
some solid foundation upon which to base their
financial calculations, and he would state that
Mr. George Mattingly had made the princely
donation of $3,000. Subscriptions were then re¬

ceived of $500 and smaller amonnta. making al¬
together about $10,000 subscribed on that occa¬
sion.
The site at the corner of 6th and E streets

southwest was selected and the laying of the
foundation walls begun, and the work has
steadily progressed since that time, with the «-x-

ception of intervals, when the funds became low,
but these intervals have been of short duration,
and now the massive and imposing edifice, which
will cost when completed upward of $200,000,
stands prominently above all the surrounding ob¬
jects. an ornament to the city and the pride of
the Catholic community here.
The architect was P. C. Keely of Brooklyn, N.

Y.. and the superintendence was intrusted to
Brother Joseph of the church, himself an archi¬
tect. who has had charge of the stone and brick
work, all of which has been done by day's work.

*
* *

Mr. Mattingly was Identified with
many local undertakings and projects.
The early 70s was a period of railroad

building and projection in the District
of Columbia as well as in Maryland
and Virginia, and one railroad that was

projected was to connect Alexandria
and Washington by bridging the Poto¬
mac river at Alexandria, then running

east and north to the Eastern branch,
which was also to be bridged. The
Rambler found this bit of news In the
Evening Star of June 1, 1872:
An organization of the Washington and East

Alexandria Railroad Company was effected this
morning at a meeting held at the office of George
Mattingly on 9th street. The meeting was called
to order by Gen. G. W. Ballock. Joseph Segar
of Virginia was made chairman and R. M. Hall
secretary.

Books were opened and stock subscribed by
Messrs. Segar. Ballock, Mattingly. Hall, J. H.
Russell, G. L. Walker and E. W. Lander. A
permanent organization was then effected by
the choice of J. H. Russell as president, George
Mattingly as treasurer and R. M. Hall as sec¬
retary of the company. Seven directora were
also chosen.
The proposed road Is to cross the narrowest

point on the river below Washington at Alex¬
andria. Thence it will sweep along the valley
of Oxon run, thence down the ravine at Howard-
town ami through Unlontown. thence along the
shore of the Eastern branch and across the river
a>H»ve Congressional cemetery. It will enter
the city on the line of G street north. The
objectionable feature about the project is that
it proposes a bridge over the Potomac river
which may Interfere with the navigation of
that stream.

The Rambler has written at consider¬
able length of the homes of the early

Mattlnglys In Washington, because off
the large number of descendants off
those Mattlnglys. as well as of Mat*
tlnglys who later came to Washingtonfrom St. Marys county. Others hax*#
come to Washington from the west,but they descended from Mattingly*who left Maryland In the late eigh¬teenth and early nineteenth centurlea to
take up cheap and fertile lands In tho
Ohio and Mississippi valleys.
The Rambler finds among: the heads off

families in St Marys county in 1790
the following: Ellxaheth Mattt'ngly. with
two free white males of sixteen years
In her family and four slaves. William
Mattingly. with four In family and two
slaves; Luke Mattingly. with Ave In
family and one slave; Ignatius Matting-
*y. Jr., with three In family and no
slaves; John B. Mattingly, three in fam¬
ily and three slaves; John Mattln«ly. six
In family and no slaves; Ignatius Mat-
tlngly, six in family and no slaves; Ed-
ward Mattingly, three In family, and
eight slaves; James Mattingly. two 1 i
family and four slaves; Zaohariah Mat¬
tingly, Ave in family and fifteen slaves;
Bennett aMttingly. three in family and
twelve slaves; Barton Mattingly, three
in family and one slave; Eleanor Mat¬
tingly. four in family and no slaves.

*
* *

The following heads of family named
Mattingly were living in Charles coun-

ty In 1790: Ralph Mattingley and Zach-
arlah Mattingley. It should be noted
that this branch of the family spelled
the name "M-a-t-t-i-n-g-l-e-y." The
following were living in Prince Georges,
county in 1790; Joseph Mattingly.
Leonard Mattingly and Edward Mat-;
tlngly. In 1790 there was no head of
family of the name of Mattingly re¬

corded in Montgomery county.
The muster rolls of the Maryland

troops in the revolutionoary war show
that Thomas Mattingly and Philip Mat¬
tingly served as privates in the 2d
Regiment. Charles Mattingly as a pri¬
vate in the 3d Regiment and that Igna¬
tius Mattingly and Joseph Mattingly!
were privates in the 7th Company, un*
der command of Capt. John Day Scott.
Edward Mattingly served as ensign off,
a company in Col. Thomas Swing's
Battalion for the Flying Camp.
Appropriate to this narrative tho

Rambler has jotted down in his note
book the following marriage licenses
and dates of marriage taken from the
records of St. Marys county; James R.
Mattingly and Elizabeth Watson. 1797;
Charles Mattingly and Ann Hazle. 1799;
William Mattingly and Mary Turner,
1799; Ignatius Mattingly and Eleanor
Ford. 1800; Bennett Mattingly and Ally
Spalding. 1801; Alexander Mattingly
and Elizabeth Mills, 1803; Gabriel Mat¬
tingly and Eleanor Leigh. 1794; George
Mattingly and Elizabeth Wimsatt. 1795;
James B. Mattingly and Jemima Watts,
1795; John Mattingly and Ann Carber-
ry. 1803; Joseph Mattingly and Monica
Daft. 1805; John Mattingly and Mary
Ann Thompson, 1808; Luke Mattingly
and Mary Havden, 1811; Zachariah Mat¬
tingly and Teresa Gatton, 1814; Wil¬
liam Mattingly and Mary Mattingly,
1815: Francis Mattingly and Eleanor
Haskins. 1815, and Clement Mattingly
and Priscilla Goldsmith. 1817.
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BLOIS, France, September 14, 1916.
have come to see the Cha¬

teaux of the Loire.
It is the ideal trip of all

Americana to automobile in
the fairyland of old French royalty,
among: the sleeping palaces beside old

rivers, in old forests and quaint old-
world towns, where romantic kings held
country court and chased the deer.

Tou radiate from Blois and Tours, re¬

turning each night to your hotel.
It is an American trip, particularly,

at this moment, to repose a little from

war stress in Paris. Americans are

doing excellent work in Paris. We

meet each other on the roads, almost

ashamed of so "much enjoyment. Why
are country folks so friendly? Who has
told them about our hospitals, ambu¬
lances and relief? Why, convalescent
wounded soldiers, crowds of common

poilus, who are living in the old king's
castles.
The land is so sweetly peaceful that

you would not dream of war, except
for the queer fact that the historic
palaces are littered up with wounded
soldiers. Sprawling luxuriously where
court beauties of Brantome once blush¬
ed behind their fans.

*
* *

At Blois, of course .our first visit was
to the chateau where the Duke of Guise
was assassinated in the king's bedroom,
where Catherine de Medicis kept her
poisons in little secret closets, which
they show you. The custodian opens
a little hole in the floor with his foot,
touches a spring and the hidden closet
doors fly open, far away and high up
to the left, in the marquetry of the
wall.
The custodian took us through about

half the historic apartments.glorious
old rooms hung with the tapestried
colors of the epochs.perhaps a third
or the customary visit before the war,
and then he brought us to the court¬
yard, o&yin? it was over. "But the
apartments of Louis XII and Anne of
Brittany!* we objected. "Don't we see
the tower where Catherine did astrol¬
ogy with Ruggieri? What about the
entire wing of Gaston of Orleans?"
The custodian smiled tenderly.
"They're occupied," he said, "by con¬

valescent soldiers."
They loll in what remains of the

hanging gardens where Francis I mad*
love to Diane de Poitiers. Common sol¬
diers sleep in the bedrooms of queens
f.T- ?£^"Khing and hurrah¬
ing. they build up on chicken stew and
vouvray (which tastes like champagne)
in the reception halls of kings and am¬
bassadors
We Maw a crowd of new ones arrive

hmTJ <luety- llmP'nK. loaded with

K..V K 5C r8i not to° much bandaged
.bldra5Kl',?- "urely ,n,<> cooi

shade beside the chapel where Henri of

,r" frothed «o the Heine
y on the Brans and

lighted cigarettes. -Wait here" the
sergeant said, "until I find your kpart-
m" r, I think If. the MazarIn «u,te"
Nothing Is too good for the wounded
At our hotel in Biois we were warned

that no tourists were admitted inside

soldiers* occupied by wounded

»
* *

What is the Loire without Amboise?
There Marguerite, the "Pearl of the
Valoi!." wrote The Heptameron." while
her brother, the great Francis, began
hi" well tiled career with rhymes to
Agnes Sorels eyebrows. At Amboise,
later, he kept Leonardo da Vinci on a

golden pension, and the grand old
Painter of Mona Lisa is buried In the
Hi Hubert chapel. At Amboise Francis
received Emperor Charles V. "Tou will
follow .ne to Amboise with the queen"

, V i° Durhe»se dEtampes. Hero

rha^e«nVMrrnaw was born- under
,

11 Her* Francis II became
Btufrf m i'Hi brought winsome Mary
Stuart, his bride and queen. The bril

br'lSl "n5,cad* cro"'d th« Old MOW

7 J
mouhted the spiral carriage

thi '5® *r*at ,at «"wer up to
the heights of Amboiae Palace terra/..

""f* « *re safe from the Turk the
oulse and the Huguenot, my love'" he
¦aid. And they proceeded to han* th.

CUmh*n»rT fKmwthe lron
Climbing In The hot sun. up the steen

oalaee entrance, we met k aoldl.rSvv--SViwaiting (or a pal (poteau)," be grin-

ned, "we have a date down town." Then
he thumped his chest with his flst,
gasped for breath, and nearly fell.
"What's the matter?" we exclaimed.

"Is It your wound?"
"No." he grinned, faintly, "the old

leg's all right. It's just my tubes, be¬
cause I breathed the boches' poison gas
outside of Chalons. 1 can'* always get
enough air, somehow. "And he hobbled
away jauntily on his crutches, with his
red-faced pal, who lacked an arm.
"Now, what folly are they up to?"

came a voice above us. Up there, look¬
ing from a small carved window, was a
grave and pretty young woman. "Do
you wish to visit?" she asked. She
turned out to be the custodian's wife,
or one of the pensioned servants of the
Orleans family, who live at Amboise
always, I could not quite make out
which, but we said we would be de¬
lighted.

* *

* *

"That poor boy with his burned
lungs?" she murmured, jingling the big
keys as she led us* "what does he care

if tourists visit? He is fading away
for lack of air. The major says he
can't live six months, and there are

many like him. Who has the heart to

apartments of Mary Stuart we came on
a conspiracy of five bird cases, who
sniggered in guilty Ji.ence. "What
have you got there now?" worried the
kind-hearted matron. "Let he, Ma'am
Lucienne (whispers), just a little pleas¬
antry, this evening, after bugle (whis¬
pers). It's a nice, clean inuskrat; he
don't smell much. Ma'am Lucienne."
By discretion we had climbed the tower
stairs, where we bumped against three
nurses, who seemed on' a hunt for
something. Mme. Lucienne rushed us
to the Hall of the States. "From this
iron balcony," she explained, rather
loudly, "they hung the conspirators of
Amboise. 'My mother.' said young
Francis II. 'I am overcome by the hor¬
rible sight. I crave permission to re¬
tire.' 'My son,' replied bloodthirsty
Catherine, 'I command you to stay,
Duke of Guise, support your niece, the
Queen of France.' "

I looked hard at Mme. Lucienne.
"You may look inside the hall." she

said, "but discretion will instruct you
not to go snooping through the wards.
There are tired men on their beds there
taking the siesta."
So. we just glanced into the glorious

historic room, so high of ceiling, carved
like lacework, windows, walls and col¬
umns of cream-colored stone, with cool
brick walls. The shady balcony looks

sixty years, dragged her young daugh¬
ter Marguerite and her daughter-in-
law, Louise of Lorraine, to the wild
banquet.
We quitted Chenonceaux in the twi¬

light.
So, were I a wounded poilu living in

kings' chateaux, I'd prefer to be at
Chambord, where there is a treasure
or a mystery to hunt for, and where
the castle i3 so immense that it can
hold a couple of regiments of conva¬
lescents.
Lordly Chambord. grandest of all the

chateaux of the Loire, Is in a peculiar
situation. Being property of enemies,
it is under legal sequestration, but not
confiscated.yet. k
Who do you think they' are? The

coming Empress of Austria and her
brothers. Two are lighting on the side
of France with the Belgians. Two are
officers in the Austrian army. And
Princess Zit.a, herself, married the pres¬
ent heir to the Austrian throne two
years before the tragedy of Serajevo,
pretext of the war.
Sisters and brothers of the Bourbon-

Parma family inherit Chambord from
their father, old Duke Robert of Parma,
whose father before him got it by mar¬

riage with the sister of the Comte de
Chambord, who got it. while a baby, by
a popular French subscription, when

r i

CHENOCEAUX, WHERE BIARY STUART, WIDOW OF THE IIOY KING FRANCIS II, BEFORE SAILING TO BE
Ql'EEN MARY OF SCOTS, WROTE HER COMPLAINT "ON QUITTING FRANCE."

stop them going down town? They
Just do about what they please here.
Ab for visits, it's the jealousy of Biois.
They got that story up."
Before the St. Hubert Chapel, on the

high, flowery terrace, a painter soldier
wa8 doing "a water color, with his
crutches lying beside hiin. On the
grass, chewing clover tops, three dam¬
aged heroes watched him, giving advice.
"Come with me," a voice boomed from

the shrubbery. "I've found the very-
plum tree of Queen Claude."
"Wait. Push back those branches

from my arm!"
The voices died down in the dis¬

tance.
Now we crossed the flower beds in the

hot sun. Remember, all this was on
the high palace terraces, up above the
town of Amboise. in th« hanging gar¬
dens where the great King Francis
and the pearl of the Valols played as
children, while the f.imou3 gardener.
Riqu^t, invented Heine Cla'de plums
for the queen who was to be, his
saintly wife, "the only honest woman
of his court:" <
"King Charles VIXI here bumped his

head und died from the eh ck!" came
the voice of a battered intellectual.
"Observe the prestige of royalty. This
wing of the chateau has bjen demol¬
ished. Only the ancient cArved door¬
way remains, religiously protected by
this little stone building, constructed
to shelter it. because a king bumped
his heal against the top of the doorway
In the vear 1498. when it was new."
"1 ain't kicking." came another voice,

more muffled, and there was a sound of
rattling bottles in a basket. It's a

corking place to hide them."
Mystery. And the voices died down

as the kind-hearted woman led us away
(a trifle hurriedly, it seemed) from the
terraces to the interior visit of the
palace.
In the reception hall of Charles V

(so named from the emperor's visit,
A. D. 1539), eight soldiers were paint¬
ing scenery for the mimic stage where
they have amateur theatricals. In the

on the River Loire, far down below,
and the sw;eet landscape. Little white
tots stretched in the half-darkened
hall, amid the silent breezes.
Then we went down to Amboise town,

by the fat tower which has the. serpen¬
tine road inside it. up which horses,
carriages and cannons mounted. In old
days of royalty.
Chenonceaux, the Jewel of the Loire,

is entirely in the hands of a grumpy
medical section. At the entrance of the
long avenue of shade trees a janitor
stopped our auto, collected 25 cents
apiece, and made us walk to the palace.
"You visit the grounds only," he

warned us.
So we did not see the swimming bath

of Catherine de Medicls and her beauty
battalion. Cnerfonceaux Is built like
a bridge across the Loire, and the out¬
rageous queen mother had a stairway
cut in one of the massfve piles, down to
the water. We had hoped to see a few
historic rooms and the vast kitchens,
all below the water.
Instead, we just lingered In the gar¬

dens.
At the drawbridge, half a dozen sol¬

dier boys were fishing. They looked
bored, to tell the truth, amid so much
magnificence. At the front door I
peeped into the grand hallway. Sprawl¬
ing on leather sofas (Chenonceaux is
beautifully furnished), three straffed
heroes read yellow-covered novels.
From the bay window*" of Diane de
Poitier's bedroom a pollu whispered,
with precautionary gestures, to a slim
soldier hiding a big bag round the edge
of the embrasure. "Let the string
down." called the slim one, hoarsely, as
the other disappeared with a despairing
gesture.
Mystery.
In the garden shade a crowd loafed

on the very spot of the tragic banquet.
In August, 1569, to fete the victory of
her favorite son at Jarnac, Catherine
gave the most expensive picnic on rec¬
ord, costing 100,000 llvres. or a cool
million In present value. Henri III and
his Mignons were dressed like women,
and the maids of honor were dressed
like men. Catherine, In spite of her

it was supposed that the Comte de
Chambord would become king. He
didn't, and died childless. And here is
the point. Chambord, built by the
French crown, had been given by Na¬
poleon to Marshal Berthier, whose
widow was authorized to sell it in
1821. The popular subscription bought
it back for the King of France.not
for the Empress of Austria!
What shall France do?
Meanwhile, anyhow, they can lo'ige

convalescent soldiers at Chambord.
There is mighty little furniture to in¬
jure. The Bourbon-Parmas furnished
rooms for eighty guests at the hunts,
and you can go through the entire cas¬
tle without finding them. There seem
to be just endless marble halls, mag¬
nificent.
At the Chateau of Blois Is that old

tower, on top of which Catherine and
her magician. Ruggieri, did astrology.
The tabletop is a fiat slab of stone, firm
foundation for Ruggieri s cabalistic in¬
struments. It is itself uncanny, as It
rings out in a sharp, clear musical note
when struck with a hard body, and on
its surface is engraved a line which
leads the eye directly to the golden
fleur-de-lvs on the cupola of Chambord,
fifteen miles distant, across the Loire.
What it meant nobody but Catherine

and Ruggieri knew for sure, but some
say that "it pointed to the treasure,"
or "the mystery." of old King Francis,but they never got a chance to take It.
Francis I, who built Chambord, lived

there altogether in his last years, sick¬
ly and a recluse. In somber magnifi¬
cence. What did he hide? They say
"the key is cut upon a wall of Cham¬
bord."
It may be an old story to the Bour-

bon-Parma family, but to ardent young
soldiers of the common people, dream¬
ing in the palace of the king while
their wounds heal, It may well appear
a romance and a quest to ponder, in
the lazy afternoons of summer.
"Who has a better right?" demands

the chambermaid of our hotel at Blols.
"They fought to defend their own."
Evidently, no king helped them.

STERLING HEILIG.
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(Copyrighted, 1916. by Frank G. Carpenter.)
BAKER HOT SPRINGS, Tanana River.
MOT springs in Alaska! Boiling

water bubbling out of the beds
of glaciers! Steam rising from
the earth on the edge of pre¬

historic ice several hundred feet deep!
Scalding baths in natural water almost
on the edge of the north pole! These
are some of the wonders of our great
territory whose shores are washed by
the Arctic ocean and Bering sea.

I have heard of hot springs ever

since I came to Alaska. They are to
be found from the islands at the south¬
eastern part of the territory to the
very shores of the Arctic. Fifty miles
north of Ketchikan, the first port at
which the steamers stop, are the Belle
Island hot springs, where the water
is 164 degrees Fahrenheit, or hot enough
to cook eggs. A little farther north are

the Sitka hot springs, which are 256
degrees above zero, and, on Ohicha-
goff island, between Sitka and Juneau,
are the Tenakee hot springs, where the
postmaster is building cottages and
trying to make the place a summer and
winter resort. The Tenakee springs
are in a natural forest, and the forestry
service is putting in boardwalks and
other improvements.

?
* *

The Sitka hot springs are sixteen
miles south of Sitka. They are now

building a hotel there and a score or

so of cottages have been already erect¬
ed. The water contains sulphur and
is good for drinking and bathing. It
is especially fitted to cure rheuma¬
tism and will,-it is said, drive alcohol
out of the system and give one a dis¬
taste for drink. The Belle Island hot
springs also are a winter resort.
As I traveled north through the is¬

lands of southeastern Alaska I met
Mr. J. F. Waring, one of the geological
survey experts, who has come north
this summer to investigate some of
the hot springs of the territory. He
has already visited many and is now
testing these here on the Tanana river.
We have together explored the Baker
hot springs, of which I write at length
further on.
Mr. Waring tells me that the geo¬

logical survey has discovered many hot
springs in different parts of Alaska.
There is one northwest of Belle Island,
known as the Bailey hot springs. The
water there is close to boiling, and
one of the springs is an incipient
geyser, which spurts to a height of
fifty inches or more. Its temperature
is 191 degrees Fahrenheit. On the east
side of Baranof Island is Warm Springs
bay, where the government is now
considering laying out a town with the
idea that it may be a resort. They
have surveyed the land nbout. the
springs and are putting in cottages and
boardwalks over the muskeg. The
springs belong to the forest reserve.
There are nine of them flowing out of
the side of a hill almost on the edge of
the sea. The water is now piped into
wooden bathhouses in which there are
bathtubs of wood. In the same region
there are other springs not far from
Fish bay which may also be developed.
A little north of Cape Edward, on

the ocean side of Chichagof are the
Hoona warm springs, which are right
on the sea, only ten or fifteen feet
from high tide; and there are other
springs on the islands close to the
ocean. I do not know that you can
catch flsh in the ocean and by giving
a twist of your line drop them into
the springs to be cooked; but the
springs are so close to the water that
it would seem to be possible. There
are flsh everywhere about the warm

springs of the islands, and fine crabs
and clams where the fresh waters flow
Into Tenakee inlet. About all of these
springs are deer and other wild game,
including bear, black and brown, which
one is not prohibited from killing.

Coming north to the Yukon, there
are springs here and there scattered
along it. There is one about thirty-
five miles west of Circle, where the
prospectors and miners sometimes go,
and there are hot springs on the
Chena river, sixty-five miles out fropi
Fairbanks. There are hot springs on

the Seward peninsula, not far from
Nome, and there are other hot springs
that have been reported but have not
yet been investigated by the geolo¬
gists.
"We raise potatoes, rutabagas, beets,

carrots, turnips, salsify, and the finest

of celery. We grow kale, cabbage and
all sorts of root crops. We have green
peas, but beans will not mature. I
have a fine asparagus bed, and as for
mushrooms, I grow them as big around
as a dinner plate, and as tender as any
in the world. We also raise lettuce
and radishes. I have a beardless bar¬
ley and oats and also one kind of
wheat, which matures."

*
* *

"Do you make hotbeds?" I asked.
"We have a glass greenhouse, thirty-

six feet long, and sixteen feet wide,
built above one of the hot springs. The
hot water furnishes the heat, and no
matter if the .' thermometer goes to
thirty degrees below zero outside, it
never gets to freezing within. The
plants grow in the hothouse all winter
and in the summer we have cucumbers,
tomatoes and watermelons. We also
raise lettuce, young onions and other
green stuff. We have a tree onion
that grows well. It does not lie in
the ground, but grows on the branches
of a tree, twelve or fourteen inches
high."

1 asked Mr. Schofleld whether many

hay out to packers and the men who
had saddle horses."

?
* *

As we bounced up and down over the
corduroy logs, I asked Tom Davis how
the road was built and kept In order. He
replied that it was a community affair,
the government and the people clubbing
together and paying the cost. He said
that the road was worked altogether by
the local community until two years ago,
and that every one was then subject to
one day's work on the road, or to pay a

poll tax of $8. Think of a coun¬

try where the hands on the road are

valued at $8 a day! That is the current
wages in this part of the Tanana valley.
Men are paid $5 a day and board or $8 a

day when they find themselves. The men

who are unloading the hay from the
steamer are getting $1 per hour.

I rode all day long on the Tanana river
in coming from Fort Gibbon to the Baker
Hot Springs. The Tanana flows into the
Yukon at Fort Gibbon. It rises on the
eastern slope of the coastal range, and
goes for six hundred miles before it
loses itself in the Yukon. The river has

FRANK G. CARPENTER AT BAKER
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people came to visit the springs. He
replied:
"Yes, we have a hotel there that ac¬

commodates thirty and the people come
in from Nome and all parts of the
Seward peninsula. Our best season is
In the winter. The people come on
sleds drawn by do-js. and you can
sometimes see many as four hundred
doers there at one time. It usually
takes two days to make the trip
in the winter, but it can be done in one
day in the summer by going over the
railway track with the Pup-mobile, a
car drawn by dogs, which takes you
within six miles of the springs. You
see, the waters there are of various
kinds, and they are good for different
diseases. We have springs that seem
to be a sure cure for rheumatism. We
have one, known at the Iron Spring,
whose waters seem to contain little
else, and in the main spring we have
a combination of iron, sulphur, lithia
and magnesia that is especially val¬
uable.
Riding back to the river on the hay

wagon I sat beside Tom Davis, a
farmei who does teaming from here
to the mines. He tells me the hay they
are now unloading from our ship is
worth $90 a ton at the river and $140
a ton when it gets to the mines. I
remarked that the price seemed an
extravagant one. Said Mr. Davis:
"It is not high for Alaska. I have

known hay selling as high as $800 a
ton or at 40 cents per pound. That
was in the Klondike when the gold ex¬
citement was raging. I have sold hay
here for 50 cents a pound, and
weighed the hay out on the grocery
scales. The latter price was received
for one thousand pounds only. I gotit at Gold Run, where I peddled tho

HOT SPRINGS. ONE HAND IN ? HOT
9ER IN ONE ICY COLD.

a greater volume than that of the Poto¬
mac; and where it joins the Yukon It to
like an inland sea. It has many islands,
some of which are forested with spruce
and birch that rise straight and tall
behind -.he willows bordering the
shore. At a little distance the willows
look like a hedge, and you seem to see a
floating forest inclosed by a green fence
fifteen or twenty feet high.
The river is sluggish and it carries down

a vast deal of silt. The water is as thick
as bean soup, and a glass of it, allowed
to settle, will soon hide the bottom of
the tumbler. There are frequent sand*
bars and you pass islands in every stageof formation from the bare brown patchof silt to forest-clad patches washed bythe waves. Now and then the river has
floating islands, and great beds of green,with brushes and trees upon them, move
down the stream. In places the river is
from five to ten miles in width. It is
shallow, and it is always building up and
tearing down the valley through which it
flows.

*
* *

As you ride along in the steamer,
you can see the banks crumbling. The
water melts the icy strata under the
soil and trees, bushes and the earth in
which they are growing fall down into
the current under your eyes. The river
banks are lined with trees still living
and still green, which have fallen this
way into the current. At times the
water so melts the frosen strata that
caves are formed under the matted
moss, and where there is an open
space and no trees this green mat falls
down into the stream hanging from

above as though It wer« a great green
carpet laid from the bed of the river
up to the shore.

I am surprised at the vegetation
that covers this part of Alaska. All
along the Yukon and Tanana are trees of
fairly good size. There are spruce and
other evergreens thirty or forty feet
tall; and some of them are one or
two feet in thickness. The bushes
grow far up the sides of the moun¬
tains; and the land seems rich in the
valley*. At the wood camps, where
the trees have been cut away to fur¬
nish fuel for the steamers, there are
great beds of pink fire-weed rising
out of high grass. There are wild flow¬
ers everywhere, and the scenery seems
anything but that of this cold icy
land of the north. As you go up the
river you may. here and there, see
them clearing the land. The pioneers
are chopping little farms out of the
woods. They first cut the trees and
a year later pull the stumps out by
the roots. The ice is so close to the
surface that the roots cannot go down.
After clearing they plant little patches
of vegetables or fields of oats-hay.
None of the farms is large, and I ven¬
ture that it will be a long time before
the local market will be great enough
to pay the farmers of the United States
to leave their good homes to try their
luck here. FRANK G. CARPENTER.

Motor Boat Maneuvers.
MOTOR boat maneuvers.the latest

thing in naval demonstrations-
are planned for the first two weeks of
September in waters adjacent to New
York city, the event being called
"Joint naval and motor boat exercises."
At the beginning of the European

war several countries, particularly
England, discovered a source of unsus¬

pected strength in their fleets of pri¬
vately owned business and pleasure
motor boats. It Is largely because of
the value these boats proved to Eng¬
land that the present demonstration is
planned. Several officers of the Unit¬
ed States Navy, among them Rear Ad¬
miral Blue, became interested in for¬
mulating plans for similar work in this
country.
Not only are the seacoast resorts of

this country aswarm with pleasure
craft, but our inland waters as well,
and it is believed that they should
prove an invaluable auxiliary to coast
defense should any emergency arise.
Also it is expected to determine Just
how much dependence may be placed
upon the owners and crews of these
craft.
Seven submarines will take part In

the maneuvers. Pour of these will be
the new L-boats, and three the older
D-boat type. The L-boats and the
tender Bushnell will base on Block Is¬
land, while the D-boats and the mon¬
itor Tonopah as tender will base en
Cold Spring harbor. Several battle*
ships will also take part.
The motor boats will probably bass

on Newport, Sandy Hook and Delaware
breakwater and show Just what they
can do In the matter of detecting sub¬
marines, repelling submarine attacks
in war, patrolling, scouting, mine
planting and mine sweeping, as well
as attacking ships protected by search¬
lights and patrol boats.
Already a large number of motor

boats have been-entered, and the spiritwith which American boat owners are
backing the demonstrations can be
Judged from the names of a, few of thecraft entered.
Among them are: William Zlegler'sOem, Robert T. Roosevelt's SunbeamII, August Belmont's Berracuda.Charles A. Schleren's Siwash, ArchibaldSelwyn's Sonny Bill II, Leonard H.Dyer's Atlantis, Frederick L. UpJohn'sFlyaway III, Ralph Pulitser's Mystery.Clinton H. Crane's Privateer, WilliamH. Spencer's Yankee III and Robert H.Ingersoll's Psyche IV.

On the Level. 1
AT the Players' Chib in New Tork they
" were discussing the English poet
Alfred Noyes.
"Poor Noyesy!" said as editor. 'He

used to make poetry pay. bat the war haa
created a slump in the poetry market,
uid to set alone today Noyes is writing
advertising Jingles. What a come dor. :-.,
ihf
"A come down?" said a critic, his eyea

twinkling humorously behind his pince-
nez. "Humph. What kind of ads is ha
writing?"
"Sausage ads." said the editor.
"Then." said the critic. "It's no coane

town. Noy*s always dldwrite doggerel.''


